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FOR THE 
4 public Thankſgiving-Day. 


| 
HYMN 1. | 


1 Bela rejoice, the Lord is King, 

The Lord of hoſts and nations ſing, 
Whoſe arm hath now your foes o'erthrown, - 
Aſcrrbe the praiſe to God alone, 

The Giver of ſucceſs proclaim, 
And ſhout your thanks in Jeſus' name. 


» Twas not a feeble arm of ours 
Which chac'd the firce ng powers, 
hovah turn'd the ſcale of fi 
-Zehovah quell'd their na, av, might, 


And knapp'd their ſpears, and broke their | 
ſwords, 


And ſhew'd—The battle i is the Labs,” 


3 He beckon'd to the ſavage-band, 
And bade them ſweep thro! half the 3 
| The ſavage-band their terror Lo 
| With Rome and Satan at their head 
But ſtopt by his almighty breath, 
Ruſh'd back—into the arms of death. 
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4 Thou, Lord, alone, haſt laid them low, 

In pieces daſh'd th' invading fo, -; | | 

Thy breath which did their fury raiſe, f 
Hath-quench'd, at once, the ſudden. blaze, 


Deſtroy'd the weapons of thine ire, 3 | 
And caſt the rods into the fire, ; 

5 O that we all might ſee the hand 
Which till protects aguilty land; s J 3 - 
Glory and ſtrength afgribe to Thee A 4 


Who x iv'ſt to Kings the 2 

And yield, while yet thy ſpirit t firives, 

And thank Thee Wich our fieatt _ lives, 
9 O that-we might to-God rejoice, „„ . 

And tremble at thy mercy 's voice, 14 

Nor fondly dream the danger paſt, | 

While yet our own rebellious laſt ! 

O that our wars with heav'n might ceaſe, . 

And all receive the Prince of peace! 


7 Or if before the ſcourge return, 5 | 
The thankleſs croud diſdains to mourn, , . '5 
Yet, Lord, with reverential joy, | 
We vow for Thee our all t employ , 
And bleſs Thee for the Kind reprieve, 

And to our Saviour's glory live ! * 

8 Long as thou lengtheneſt out our days, Ys 
We live to teſtify thy grace, 6 
Secure beneath thy mercy's wings, 

Wie triumph 1 in the N. Rig of Kings, 
The Giver of ſucceſs proclaim, | ; | 
And ſhout QUE thanks a An Jeſus? name. 347 


VV 


1 Janks be to God, the God of power, 0 

Who ſhelter'd us in danger's hour, | T. 

'The God of truth, who heard the Fee | 1A 
Let all his faithfulneſs declare, | T HE 

Who ſent us ſuceeurs from above; _ VV 


Let all adore the God of Love. bus A. 


E 


2 God ſitting on his holy ſeat 

Compels the Heathen to ſubmit, 

The Graſhoppers of earth he ſees, 

And mocks their proſp'rous wickedneſs, 
Fruſtrates their counſels with a frown, 
And turns their Babels upſide down. 


3 His eye obſerv'd the dark deſign, 

To blaſt our rightful Monarch's line, 
The ſcheme in Satan's conclave laid, 
Improv'd by Rome's unerring head, 

To gaul us with their yoke abhor'd, 

And plant their faith with fire and ſword, 


4 He ſaw the Serpent's egg break forth, 05 
{ The cloud ariſing in the North, | 


He let the flighted miſchief ſpread, 
And hang in thunder o'er our head; 
And while we ſcorn'd our abje& foes, _ 
The drop into a torrent roſe, 
5 Lur'd by the grateful ſcent of blood, 


The vulturs haſten'd to their food, 


The aliens urg'd their rapid way, 
Reſolv'd to die, or win the day: 
Madly reſolv'd their doom to brave, 
And gain a kingdom or a grave. 

6 Swell'd to an hoſt, the daring few 
Thro' ours as waving lightning flew, 
Ruſh'd on with unreſiſted power, 


And ſcal'd the wall, and ſtorm'd the tower,” 


While God /eem'd pleas'd their cauſe to bleſs, 
And curs'd them with a ſhort ſuccels. 
7 Drunk with the bold afpiring hope, 

Behold them march triumphant up, 

Of conqueſt fatally ſecure, 2 

Thy vow to make our ruin ſure, 3 
And ſhout around our threatened towers, 
& The day, the crown, and all is ours ! 


> Who was it then diſpers'd the ſnare, 
And choak'd thoſe ravening dogs of war? 
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Jehovah eurb'd their furious ſpeed, 
Jchovah ſent the panic dread, ws 
And damp'd and fill'd them with diſmay, 
And ſcar'd the vultures from their prey. 


9 His hidden power controll'd the foe, 
And ſaid, © No farther ſhalt thou go.“ 
His bridle in their mouths they found, - 
And fled ſubdu'd without a wound, 
(As ſtubble by the whirlwind driven) 
They fled before the frown of Heaven. 


10 Thanks be to God, the God of power, | 
Who ſhelter'd us in danger's hour, | 
The God of truth, who heard the prayer, | 
Let all his faithfulneſs declare, 8 
Who ſent deliverance from above, 
Let all adore the God of love! 
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HY MN III. 


1 CTILL let us in our rifing fong, | 
kJ Purſue the wild rebellious throng, 

With tenfold rage and fury fir'd, 
With all the zeal of hell inſpir'd, 
The ſons of Rome and Satan fee, 
And trace them to their deſtiny; 


2 Behold they return to ſure ſucceſs, 
Whom all the ſaints conſpire to bleſs, 
Supported by their friends beneath, 
In covenant with hell and death: 
And Spaniſh gold, and Gallic pride, 
And holy church is on their fide, 


3 See hew they fly to ſet us free 
From all our northern hereſy, 
Our feuds and grievances to heal, 
And purge the land with northern ſteel, 
Bring back to their infernal god, 
And re-baptize us in our bloed. 


— 


8 1}. 
| 4 Bent to devour the total prey, „ 1 
They leave our troops an open way, | | 
An unconteſted paſſage yield, - 
And draw their conquerors to the field, 

And ſworn our ruin to ſecure, 
They make their own deſtruction ſure. 


5 Lo! the audacious. hopes of Rome, 
Ruſh headlong to their inſtant doom, 
Slaughter and threats, the aliens breathe, 
Nor ſee the Lord of life and death, 
Till ſtruck with lightning from his eye, 
They fear, they turn, they fall, they die! 


6 How are the mighty fallen dead! 
Who fill'd our conſcious land with dread, 
Periſh'd the keeneſt tools of war, 
The crafty caught in their own ſnare, 
And antichriſt robb'd of his plea, 
— His blind infallibility?Y / | | I] 
| 5 *Twas not the number of our hoſts; 1 
- That baffled all their furious boaſts, E 
| Our wiſdom, did not caſt them down, =. 
| | Our courage, Lord, was not our own ; | | 
From Thee the ſacred ardor came, ö 
And Milliam breath'd an heavenly flame! 


3 O let him thank fully ſubmit 1 
To lay his lawrels at thy feet, | 
By faith a Chriftzan hero ſtand, Z | 
And hang on thy all-ruling, hand. 12 
Supporter of his Father's throne,, * 8 

Upheld himſelf by Thee alone! 


9 Give him, and us, and all to ſee, 

Our ſtrength and life ſecur'd in Thee, 
By whom thy dread vicegerents reign, 
And righteous kings their ſway maintain; 
Aſſur' d, who. on thy love depend, 
Their God and maker is their friend. 


10 O that we all may ſeek and find, 
The Saviour, friend of human k ind, 
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„ 
People and prince be ſtill imploy'd 
T'inſure the laſting peace of God, 
And ſtrive, till all obtain above 
Eternal reſt in Jeſus” love ! 
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1 OIN all who know the name | 


That ſure deliverance brings, 
The conquering God proclaim, 
The guardian King of kings: 
Sav'd from the peril of the ſword,, 
Rejoice, and glory in the Lord, 


2 He on our Tfrae's fide, . © | 


In glorious power hath ſtood, 
And quell'd their cruel pride, 
Who thirſted for our blood: 
Sav'd from the peril of the ſword, 
Rejoice, and glory in the Lord, 
3 Forth with our armies went 
The God of victory, 
And bleſs'd the inſtrument 
That ſet our nation free; 
Sav'd from the peril of the ſword, 
Rejoice, and glory in the Lord. 


4 The means his wiſdom choſe 
We honour, and look thro? 
To him, who all our foes, 


When fluſh'd with conqueſt flew : 


Sav'd from the peril of the ſword, 
Rejoice, and glory in the Lord, _ 


5 Wiſdom and ſtrength belongs 


To Jeſu's only name, 
He claims our thankful ſongs, 
From whom our ſafety came: 
Sav'd from the peril of the ſword, 
Rejoice, and glory in the Lord. 
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The lives he doth redeem, 
And praiſe him evermore, 
And live and die to him. 
Sav'd from the. eril of the ſ word, 


W aba in the Wh 5 
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1 HAT recompence, or meet conard 
Shall ſinners render 15 the n 
For all- his ſauving grace? 


We only can with thanks receive, . 
5 The utmoſt grace he deigus to give, 

And ſing the Giver's praiſe. | 

2 Sav'd from the Romijh fowler's ſnare, 

Our Saviour's glory to declare Th 

We joyfully agree: | 

| Jeſus, we now thy praife proclaim, | 

| And reſcu'd by thy conqu'ring name, _ 

| Give back our lives to Thee, 


| - Thou haſt thy praying remnant —_ 
R ; Thou haſt N 8 ſpar'd | 
For the ten righteous fake: , _ 
Thou between God and us haſt . 
And pleaded thine atoning blood, 
And turn'd the waſter back. 
4 Pluck'd as a brand out: of the fire, 
Let us to greater things aſpire, 
And mightier wonders ſee, 
DR from death, hell and fin, 
F rom all theſe rebel does within, 75 
And more than victory. 
5 Jeſus, convert and ſtir us up 
With tranſport to receive the cup 
Of full ſalvation here « 
And let us then by love reſtor'd, 
Behold Thee, our triumphant Cold,” 
With all thy ain appear ! 
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HYMN VI. 

CF Offer'd for a guilty land, 

Thou doſt yet thy wrath forbear, 

Hold a-while thy lifted hand; 

Thou with bowels of compaſſion 
Giv'ſt us ſtill a longer fpace : 
Turn us then, the ſinful nation, 

Conquer by thy pard'ning grace, 


2 Thee in dreadful indignation. 
Marching thro? the land we ſaw, 
Stopt by Ifrac!'s ſupplication, 


O that all might hear and tremble 
At the Jong-ſuſpended rod, 
All in Jeſu's name aſſemble, 


And confefs the Son of God! 


g Grant us in this awful criſis, 

Hearts thy warning to receive, 

Hearts to caſt away our vices, | 
Hearts to forrow and believe : 

Humbly at thy footſtool mourning, 
Let us groan thy face to ſee, 

Let us all at laſt returning, 
Find our help and reſt in thee, 


4 Come, the contrite heart's. deſire, 
Friend of helpleſs ſinners, come! 
- Hear and anſwer us by fire, 
All our fins forgive—conſume, 
Humble us, and then deliver - 
Whom thou doſt awhile. reprove, 
Save us then, and fave for ever, 


God of everlaſting love! 


: COD of love, who hear'ſt the prayer 


Lo! Thou doſt the ſcourge withdraw: 


HYMN VII. 


1 HILE void of care, the chearful crowd 
| In ſhouts and acclamations loud 
The feſtal time employ ; 
Let us, who ftill the rod revere, 
With pitying grief and humble fear 

Correct the lighter joy. 


2 Not but thou read'{t our thankful heart, 
Thankful that thou haſt took our part, 
And ſav'd the ſinful land; - 
Thou haſt preſerv'd the beſt of kings, 

And ſhadow'd with thy mercy's wings 
The man of thy right-hand, 

g Yet muſt we, Lord, with ſhame conf 
Nor for our nation's righteouſneſs, 
Haſt thou deliverance ſent, 

But granteſt us a longer ſpace, 
To try, if thoſe who ſcorn'd thy grace, 
Will nowatlaft repent. _ T9, 
4 Thou haft not dropp'd the quarre], Lord, 
Thou haſt not from the threatning ſword 
Revok'd its charge to kill: Th: 
Thine anger is not turn'd away, 
Thy juſtice {till demands its prey, 
Thine hand is ſtretch'd out ſtill, 
5 Conqu'rors of our inteſtine foes, 
| Wee ſpurn the authors of our woes; 
But can our. tears be dry 
While juſt neceſſity commands, 
And ſlaugh ter'd by fraternal hands, 
Whole troops of Britons die! 
6 Thouſands to tbeir account are fled 
With all their fins upon their head, 
(Sins againſt man and God:) 
Their lives are loſt to ranſom ours: 
And ſtill the ſword abroad devours, 
And thirſts for nobler blood. 
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7 The man Who fits on the reg kor, ; 
Holds on his bloody rapid courſe, 

And peace from earth deſtroys;; - - -» 
A0 O . crouds of Brita J dong, ? 
Have own'd his power in dyin My 

And anſwer'd to his voice! pt 9 | 


ty 


8 2 might we mercy ſeek and 400% 
E'er yet he calls the man behind, > 
Who rides the /obleftoud; i © 
Eer yet the meagre form appears, = 
With a Ire train of 2 ye 
And famine lifts his head. 


9 Before with fruulebbower wo «191% 
The, man on the Cee 8e 9 
And feel his blatin breath 6 . 
Lee regard the pbk on 
everſe our doom, nor let us, - 


The fęſtilential dea. 


10 O might we all to thee: kmubmit 
And fall, and kiſb thy bleeding feet, 
And own thee for our King, tools 
Bright in thy glorious image riſe, 4855 
And rapt at 1 above the ſkies, 
by hineendlef praiſes * 
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